* The First Campaign *
battle again with the stream, greatly swollen by the
melting of the far northern snows. A few evenings
later they reached a town called The Crossing by the
Little Bank. They moored and Yazathingyan was sur-
prised to see his elder son, the Comptroller of the White
Elephant, waiting in the crowd. The young man came
aboard at once.

cWhat are you doing in this forsaken place?' asked
his father.

Tm on duty, on my way downstream; an unpleasant
duty. You've heard, of course, about Tharepyissapate.
So has the King. He was very angry. "I wouldn't have
minded so much if he had been beaten in a hard-fought
day, but to lose an entire army without a blow struck,
without a manoeuvre, that is too much. A general like
that cannot expect to live/' I was the senior officer
present. "Go and make sure he hangs himself," he said
to me. Not a very pleasant mission, I'm afraid.'

'My son,' said Ya2athingyan, cin this world more
has been lost by precipitate action than by any other
cause. If I were you, I should not hurry. I have had a
tremendous success. I've got things in my luggage
which will make the King see the world in rose colour.
Tharepyissapate is not a good general, but he is an old
friend of mine. Until you get a messenger from me,
"let not your hand exceed", as they say in the classics.*

Two days later the flotilla came to anchor at Pagan.
It was the height of the hot season, May, when a burn-
ing wind blows all day from the north-east. They
landed at dusk and marched towards the moat, on which
the lotus flowers lay in profusion, red and white. The
wind had fallen and a cloud of dust billowed over the
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